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Oh! passionless, placid, and calm, and cold,

Does the fire still lurk within
That lit her magnificent eyes of old,

And coloured her marble skin ?
For a weary look on the proud face hung,

While the music clashed and swelled,
And the restless child to the silk skirt clung

Unnoticed though unrepelled.
They sve paled, those rosebud hps that I kisseds

That slim waist has thickened rather,
And the cub has the sprawling mutton fist,

And the great splay foot of the father.
May the blight-----

Mark

Hold hard there, Maurice, my son,
Let her rest since her spell is broken;

We can neither recall deeds rashly done,
Nor retract words hastily spoken.

Maurice

Time was when to pleasure her girlish whims

In my bhnd infatuation,
I 've freely endangered life and limb;

Aye, perilled my soul's salvation.

Mark

With the best intentions we all must work.,

But little good and much harm;
Be a Christian for once, not a pagan Turk,

Nursing wrath and keeping it warm.

Maurice

If our best intentions pave the way

To a place that is somewhat hot,
Can our worst intentions lead us, say,

To a still more sultry spot ?